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DEFENCE OF POETRY. 


*..* It may be neceſſary to inform the Reader, that the following 
POEM was intended to precede a Set of Satires. 


6 i: thee, my PVE, for whom the Muſes wove 
The greeneſt laurels of the? Aönian grove 

(For in REFINEMENT'S THEME at once conſpire 

The Sage's learning and the Poet's fire): 

To thee I write, ambitious of thy praiſe, 5 

And, bluſhing, offer theſe imperfect lays. 

So when the new-fledg'd bird, with anxious pain, 


Waves it's light wing, and tries the' ætherial plain, 


Verſe 3. The Progreſs of Refinement, one of the few good Poems our living 


AS 


writers have produced. 


[54 ] 


As all unform'd it's warm untutor'd ſong 


The echoing groves and vocal vales prolong, 10 

Aſham'd to own the wildneſs of it's ſtrain, 

At diſtance ſighs, and lingers round the plain: 

But if the known Maternal voice invite, 

And pour it's muſic in ſuſpended flight, 

Liſtening it hears, and thro? th' acrial ways 15 

Mounts on it's tender wing, and all it's ſoul eſſays. 
Dear POWER OF VERSE! thy hand with forceful art 

_ Holds Nature's ket key that opes the heart; 

There in that magic circle bids to move 

The fiends of Paſſion, or the forms of Love; 20 


To ſiner ſentiment can wake the Mind, 


And touch it's ſnadowy forms with tints more kind. 


4 Thy 


131 
Thy Social PowtR, it's honours now no more, 
Each child of Fax ſhall in vain deplore. 
As Faction's vipers hiſs within thy bowers, 235 
From their cold fingers fall the dewy flowers: 
The Dorian flute, the lyre olian, ceaſe; 
Nor Dorian flute, nor lyre olian, pleaſe! 
E'en SHaxESPEARE'S genius, ' SPENSER s fancy, fail; 
While Folly bids her Worcor's ſcandal hail. 30 
Tis She that gives his malice wings to fly 
Nurſing in natal dirt the infant Lie 
Till grown more bold it flaunts about the town, 
The dirty Proſtitute of half-a- crow] w.. 
Yet once to VirTus was the Mus endear d, 35 
Her Satire dreaded, and her Praiſe rever d 5109's 11151 
A B Pale 
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Pale o'er his lamp the penſive Sage has hung, 


And Heroes died, to be by Poets ſung. 

Pure was that Spirit, which with holy heat, 

Taught, at the touch of Fame, their hearts to beat; 40 

Spotleſs the wreaths that deck d the Muſe's brow; 

The friend of Man, and but to Vice a foe. 

With MonaL Passrons Man's rude heart they grac'd, 

And ſpread the foftening influence of Tasrz. | 
The PasToRaL Muſe all lightly breathes among 

The hollow hills her humanizing ſong; 

And graceful hangs, around the feſtal bowers, 

Garlands of Peace, and Virtue's lovelieſt flowers. 

What tears of balm, to heal the hurted heart, 

Hath wept ſoft ELzcr's conſoling art 50 


APY 

And when the Erie Muſe, ſublime, deſigns 
The Hero, mid her viſionary lines, 
Each Patriot burns; while, in her ſager train, 
She teaches Monarchs the great art, to Rz16N. 
The Tractc Muſe, ennobling, treads the ſtage; 55 
While the light Comtc regulates the age. | 
And when bold wicked Men inflame the times, 
Vindictive SaT1RE, riſing, points her rhimes. 

"Twas thus from earlieſt times the Mvuszs warm'd 


Th' ingenuous breaft—it's prime delights have 


form'd; 98 
Dear to the cultur'd Mind, and feeling Heart, 
Who taſte their lighter grace, and tender art; 


And 'tis their ſocial elegance, we trace, 


Gives Wir new zeſt, and BzauTy a new grace. 


This 
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This did Aveus rus feel: the Monarch preſt 6 5 
The tuneful VIxGII to his raptur'd breaſt. 
Thus to great Cxsan's care and foſtering ſmile 
The world's indebted for a VI RCII's toil. 

Poets are plants, that flouriſh round a Tyrone, 
There ſhed their ſweets, and glitter in that Sun, 70 
The Baron's Caſtle, and the Monarch's Court, 

Form'd once for Gzntvs a belov'd reſort; 

They caught the fancy of the Poet's ſong, 

And feeling Sovereigns own'd the muſeful throng. 
E'en red-croſs RicyarD, with his minſtrel art, 75 
Beguil'd bis griefs, and tam'd his lon-heart. 

The ſteel-clad BARON wak d his martial fire, 

And Victory, liſtening, echoed to the wire; 

While 


19 ] 


While the bright Falk in triumph interweaves 


Ner graceful myrtles with his laurel leaves. 8 


But chief ITALIA's claſſick plains beheld 
THE BARD, and all their notes of triumph fwell'd ! 
Saw the ſoft PETRARCH quit Valcluſa's vale, 
And laurel-crown'd, heard Rome the Poet hail : 
Saw AR1OSTO public praife reward, 85 
And Death but ſnatch great Tass0's wreath, prepar'd. 
And here our EDWARD's gallant reign reviv'd 
Brave thirſt of fame, and Honour ſtill ſurviv'd. 
Tux Musk and CHIVALRY with fondneſs ſtrove 
To grace THE ORDER of romantick Lovx. 90 
Verſe 86. Tallo died the evening before his intended coronation. 
Verſe 90. The Garter was once the decoration of Valour, and took its riſe 
from that enthuſiaſtick heroiſm which animated the amiable courteſy of the age 


of chivalry, 
| | C Accompliſh'd 
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10 J 
Accompliſhed Nobles with this magick art, 
Would mould the ſoftneſs of the female heart. 
The tender eloquence that warms the eye, 
Or ſpeaks perſuaſion in each artful ſigh, 
Faid of it's aim; in verſe the Knight addreſsd 95. 
The ſoft complainings of his angniſh'd breaſt. 
An equal conflict, equal woe they ſliare, 
Till the warm tumult melts the yielding fair. | 
The Bard moſt ſkilful won the liſtening Dame z 
VERSE was the language or of Love or FAME. 100 
In later times, as COMMERCE bade unfold 
Her fails, and raviſh'd from the mine it's 60LD;z 
Bade on the Tyrant's hand THE DIAMOND glare, 


While xUB1Es ſeem their maſter's blood to ſhare 3 


1 PEARLS, 


11 1 

PEARLS, the bright emblems of the Indian's tears; 105 
Each GEM a witneſs of our guilt appears. 
COMMERCE, what is it but a villain's art? 
It touch'd, and poiſon'd all the human heart : 
Clos'd the wide circle where our feelings play, 
And every noble virtue felt decay. 35 116 
Cold Avarice ſaw the generous paſſions 3 
And lulbd with torpid touch the heart aſleep. 

Then DULLNEss triumph'd in her barbarous rage, 
And ſmil'd indignant on the Poet's page. 
No more the ſecret ſprings that lift the ſoul Ws + f + 
Yield to his touch, and feel his ſoft controuL 
The ruſt of Avarice all the heart impreſt, 


Spoird its quick pulſe, and canker'd all the breaſt. 


Now 
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Now ceas'd the muſick of the Poet's lyre, 


The genial rapture flowing from his wire: 120 
Now light the Muſe's poliſh'd toils they deem; 
Sad SPENSER languiſh'd by cold MULLA's ſtream, 
Felt Pride's dark frown, illiberal Grandeur's ſpurn, 
And all his injur'd feelings vainly burn. 
For BURLEIGH had no heart; ſuch he who roſe 125 
The Savage Chieftain of fair Learning's foes. 
And as the volumes in his flames expire, 
Shakes the laſt brand, and blows th' exhauſted fire, 
To Infamy the Muſe conſigns his name, 
And ftirs his aſhes till they ſtink to fame. 220 
Verſe 122. The river Mulla ran through the grounds of Spenſer, Melan- 
choly upon its banks the Bard was too frequently found. 


Verſe 126. The caliph Omar, who deſtroyed that ineſtimable treaſure of let 


Our 


= 
Our MODERN POETS, 'midſt the reigning rage, 
Torture with publick taſte their feeble page. 


Now loſt thoſe finer touches which tranſport 


What, if they cannot pAINr, they will DISTORT. 


Theſe CHINESE RAPHAELY tints ſo wildly glare, 135 


. | 
That if we can't admire, at leaſt we ſtare, 


And buy the monſters too, as monſters rare. 
Yet at the name, as if aſham'd, they ſtart, 
THE ART CAN NF'ER DISGRACE, BUT THEY DISGRACE 
| THE ART; 
Catch the capricious faſhion of the hour, 140 
Think FAME is their's, and boaſt the PotT's power. 
So once the wretch who JuNno's beauties caught, 


As mad as vain, with warm embraces ſought, 


D With 


1 ] 
With impious fondneſs mark'd the heavenly fair, 


But, panting, graſps a painted cloud of air. 


Oh lovely object! who with gentle hand 


Weed'ſt the rude mind, and bid'ſt it's flowers expand, 
Enchanting POESY ! who life's ſharp thorn 

Bid'ſt many a roſe of fragrant hue adorn, 

And to the Dove, that roams with weary flight, 150 
Still on thy olive-branch thou bid'ſt alight. 

Soother of troubled ſouls ! whoſe hand can beſt 

Pour the ſoft balm, and heal the wounded OT. 
With many a tale thou draw'ſt (ſo ſweet hy lyre) 

« Children from play, and old men from their fire.” 155 
Thou nurſe of Science! Learning's ſons careſt 


Drank ſweet nutrition from thy milky breaſt; 


* With 


1 

With thy ſoft honey ſwell'd their tender veins, 
Till groſſer food maturer ſtrength attains. 
Maternal Power! thoſe ſons with letter'd phlegm 160 
Betray thy cauſe, their Sifter-Muſe contemn. 
Even I have felt THE FOOL OF LEARNING's ſneer, 
Depreſs the Muſe, and waſte her ſweets with fear. 
So ſome VILE GRUB, the garden's dreaded foe,, 
Withers the tender bloſſoms as they grow, 165 
Lays in bright ruin what 10 richly bloom'd,. 
The ſweet buds ſcatter'd, and the flower cata 

But neer th' Inchantment. of thy Art ſhall. ceaſe, 


What greatly flouriſh'd, or in ROME or GREECE 


(Caſt o'er the Earth thy comprehenſive view), 170 


Exiſts in Man from CHINA to PERU. 
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See the ſwart INDIAN, in his palmy grove, 


Swell his rude Pipe, and make it ſound with Love. 
His Rein- deer journeying thro' a waſte of Snows, 
with verſe the LaPLANDER's cold boſom glows. 175 
Tis Nature's {elf that prompts th' eternal lays, 
*Tis Nature's voice that {| odds the Poet's praiſe. 

YE dear ENTHUSIASTS ! who my ſoul poſſeſs, 
And oft with viſionary rapture bleſs p 
For ye have ſtole my heedleſs heart away 180 
With the charm'd ſweetneſs of th* Aönian lay. 
Oh, as I loiter, in your glades and bowers, 
Give me my barren brows to wreathe with flowers. 
No maniack wiſh, to paſs in realms unknown, 


Content to call the Muſe's fields my own, 185 


Preſs 


19 J 


Preſs her green ſward, or climb her breezy hills, 


Or catch ſome wild-dream by her warblin n rills. 


There are, indeed, who quit her vernal land, 

And whiten with their bones ſome foreign ſtrand, 
With mad ambition in the tempeſt roll, 190 
And with a fragile bark attempt the Pole. 

Ceaſe your Icarian flights ! and once be taught, 

How ſeldom NATURE has a GENIUS wrought; 

Her b and SHAKE SPEAREs are not form'd in haſte ; 


In ſuch vaſt toils whole centuries are paſt. 195- 


A path of thiſtles, where no flower takes root, 
Each ſtep a toil that wounds the weary foot, 
The Alps of Science and thoſe rocks to gain, 
That awful riſe midſt Learning's endleſs main. 


E 


[ 18 7 
How few with fortitude thoſe toils attain, 
While life benights us on the boundleſs plain ! 
But thine, dear Muſe ! thy ways are all ſerene, 
So ſweet thy vales, thy mountain-tops ſo green ; 
As ſome rich vineyard's cluſter'd frees ;ndlide 
With purple tints, and yield delicious wine, 
Th' admiring traveller marks the varying hues, 
And drinks the tranſport of nectarean dews. 
So with delight th' enchanting way we keep, 


And *tis the ſhortneſs, not the length, we weep. 


200 


205 


INGENUOUS YOUTHS! whoſe virtue's purer flame 210 


Breaks forth, and kindles at the breath of fame ; 


As oft you join the viſionary quire, 


And wake with many an artleſs charm the lyre, 


6 | 


Feel 


FJ 


Feel ye ambitious that the laurel bough 


May crown with fame, nor wither on your brow? 215 
Riſe, and be greatly conſcious of THE ART! 
Know, as you ſtrike, you touch the human heart. 
It's ſoft vibrations all attun'd expand, 
And it's fine fibres quiver to your hand : 
You or awake the harmony of life, 220 
Or the dire claſh is Diſcord's rudeſt ſtrife. 

DARE ! AND BE VIRTUOUS THEN! be bold, yet ſage, 
And covRT POSTERITY, and leave THIS AGE. 


Like the ſweet Lark, that quits it's neſt to ling, 


Till wARBLING FAR reſponſive echoes ring; 225 


UNSEEN the chauntreſs all her ſong aſſumes, 


And ſhakes, in conſcious pride, her rapturous plumes. 


SO 


191 
So muſt THE BAR D (confirm'd by many a tale) 
But feel Poſterity his labours hail ; 
"Tis what Camotns confeſt, what MiLToN knew; 230 
So cloſe allied the LAUREL to the VEW! 


Let no mean art indulge the venal ſtrain, 


— 
— 


Fame be thy price, and ſcorn a trifling gain. 

And are there Poets for mere luſt of gold ? 

Are there who have the tuneful Mules ſold ? 235 

How ſmall their gains! how pitiful that aid! 

The Change, or Counter, were A BETTER TRADE. 

A Poets Wages! who would purchaſe knaves ? 

A Bard's THE CHEAPEST, but THE WORST of {laves. 
Then be it yours, congenial ſouls ! to raiſe 240 


THE POET'S DIGNITY, THE POET'S PRAISE. 


Sublimely 
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Sublimely ARDENT, or with ſportive GRACE, 


The ſcenes af Nature let your genius trace. 
Now with the rapid Eagle's daring flight 
Wreathe your ſtrong pinions with the beams of 
© light; 245 
Or, with the vagrant of the waxen tower, 
Skim the ſweet ſurface of the honey'd flower; 
Now lead THE Fair, thro' Fancy's faery grove, 
(Whole face 1s beauty, and whoſe look is love) 
Or with a verſe reward THE WISE and coop, 250 
And rim who for the Laurel gave his blood, 

My feeble Muſe demands a humbler ſtrain, 
Nor on this altar lays her hands profane; = 


Pleas'd if to others ſhe the rage impart, 


Content to ſhew her zeal, tho' not her art. 255 


WE Provok d 
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Provok'd ſhe gives to theſe licentious times, 
Her angry numbers and vindictive rhimes. 

To thee, my PYE, ſhe yields this nobler ſong, N 
Strike! and enchant Aonia's claſſick throng ! 
Thou, who behold'ſt my Mule's raſh defi 260 

Teach me thy art of Poetry divine 

Or, ſince thy cares, alas! on me were vain, 


Teach me that harder talent——to refrain. 


Verſe 257. An Epiſtle on the Abuſe of Satire, addreſſed to the Laureat, was 
once intended to form a firſt Satire. An imperfect copy was ſent by a friend to 
the Gentleman's Magazine. It was there inſerted, ſometime in the laſt ſummer. 
It had ſcarce made its appearance, when it was reprinted at length, and in muti- 
lated forms, according to the pleaſure of the editors of the town and country 
papers, It was long honoured, as I am informed, with a variety of paragraphs. 
It was then, and it is yet, confidently aſcribed to Mr. Hayley. I hope that 
J ſhall not be thought vain, as I relate ſimply a fact. It is now ſaid, in ſome 
papers, that Peter Pindar is employed at a formal anſwer to what he attributes to 
Mr. Hayley, I can think ſo well of Peter's diſcernment, as to imagine he muſt. 
perceive the difference between the rough and artleſs labours of a young writer to 
the terſeneſs and the elegance of Mr. Hayley's verſe. I ſhould think it detri- 
mental to the reputation of this ingenious poet did I not take this opportunity, 
wich all its imperfections on its head,” to claim the work as my own. 
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T was once the intention of the Author to have at- 
tempted a Poetical tranſlation of the Epick of Tele- 
machus. Among his juvenile productions, he has even 
found the Firſt Book already verſified, and he might have 
ſtill proceeded in this labour had not Mr. Canton publiſh- 
ed a Blank Verſe tranſlation. How he has ſucceeded 
it is not with him to determine. The Verſion of an 
Epick is a taſk too conſiderable in every reſpect to be 
purſued, unleſs the Poet is certain, that, ſhould his work 
be finiſhed with ſkill, and with elegance, the Publick 
would be inclined to recompenſe him with their ap- 
probation. Some Criticks, particularly the Monthly Re- 
viewers (as I perceive from their different journals) are 
of opinion, that to tranſlate Telemachus in Verſe is an 
uſeleſs labour, and that Blank Verſe is to be preferred to 
Rhyme. It is with the utmoſt deference to theſe more 
experienced criticks, that I beg leave to diſſent from them 
in this reſpect; and that I venture to affirm, that as no 
good Tranſlation ever has been made in Blank Verſe, it 
G is 
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is more than probable none ever will. There are, it is 
true, certain parts of Telemachus which render the ver- 
ſion extremely difficult; and thoſe minute details, and 
long political diſcourſes, which evince the learning of the 
Archbiſhop, and are by no means diſpleaſing in his har- 
monious and delicate proſe, are notwithſtanding inimical 
to the ſpirit and to the elegance of verſe. Should the 
critical deciſion be favourable to this Specimen, it may 
induce me to purſue this poetical Verſion on a more libe- 
ral plan than has hitherto been attempted ; and rather to 
catch the air and reſemblance of Telemachus than ſcru- 
pulouſly to trace every feature, and ſervilely to copy every 
lineament, in his countenance. The fate of ſuch writers, 
like the fate of certain painters who copy the picture of 
a great maſter, is peculiarly unfortunate ; they may indeed 
boaſt of their fidelity to the original, but, I do not know 
how it happens, it may be faid with truth, that though 
they have preſented us with an exact copy, they leaſt re- 
ſemble their original. Of this Dr. HAWKESWOR TH was 
fully ſenſible, but it was of what Boyer and Oz ELI 
could have no comprehenſion. I hope, then, that I ſhall 
not be refuſed, in this Poetical Eſſay, a liberty which 


that ingenious writer was allowed in Proſe. 
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HE fair Calypſo mourn'd Ulyſſes' flight, 


With ceaſeleſs ſorrows wept her paſt delight ; 
For pining love had broke her ſours repoſe, 
And life immortal but increas'd her woes. 


No more her grotto's echoing notes prolong 


The ſweet vibrations of her chearful ſong. ; 
Her lovely nymphs in timid filence wait, 
Indulge her forrows, and deplore her fate, 

4 | Round 


8 ] 
Round her green iſle, where joyous ſpring diſplays 
Eternal blooms, forlorn the goddeſs ſtrays. 
To ſoothe the anguiſh of her troubled breaſt, 
While memory ſtill Ulyſſes form impreſt, 
In vain ſhe tries each wilderneſs of ſweets, 
The breezy foreſts, and the "AMV ſeats. 
Sometimes (a beauteous image of deſpair) 
To the lone beach her wandering feet repair; 
There with the paſſing gale ſhe mix'd her ſighs, 
And there inceſſant turn'd her ſtreaming eyes, 
Where late the hero's bark ſhe ſaw diſplay 


It's leflening fails, and cut the liquid way. 


Twas there ſhe mark'd where late the tempeſt bore 


The fragile veſſel on the rocky ſhore ; 


( 29 ] 

Here broken benches, from their galley toſt, 
There ſails and cordage ſcatter'd o'er the coaſt; 
A maſt, a rudder, floating near the ſtrand, 
And ſhatter'd fragments on the yellow ſand. 

Amid the wreck two men diſtreſs'd were ſeen, 
This ſhew'd a youthful, that an aged mien; 
While in the youth Ulyfles' form ſhe tracd, 
His god-like dignity with ſweetneſs grac'd ; 
His lofty ſtature, and majeſtick air, 


5 


The hero's ſon, Telemachus, declare. 


* 
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Pleas'd from the happy ſhipwreck to have won 
Her lov'd Ulyſſes, in his youthful ſon, 


H 
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With frowns ſevere ſhe ſpoke (a thin diſguiſe 


To hide the joy that ſparkles in her eyes) 

& What mortal dares theſe bliſsful realms explore? 

« Who dares, unpuniſh'd, touch this ſacred ſhore ?” 
To whom Telemachus.“ Whate'er this place! 

* Or thou of mortal, or celeſtial race ! 

&« For tho' I view thee in a human form, 

„ Thy faultleſs frame divineſt beauties warm. 

« Can thy {oft boſom be untouch'd with woe, 

« Nor pity, on a hapleſs ſon, beſtow ? 

* hapleſs ſon, who ſeeks his father loſt, 

« Ofer faithleſs ſeas and many a diſtant coaſt, 

Vet vain my pious toils, my cares are vain, 


“I ſaw my veſſel founder in yon main. 


Then 


1 
Then thus the fair. “ Say, what thy father's name ?” 
The hero anſwer'd, “ Not unknown to fame; 


« Ulyſſes he, who joined the rival powers 


** 


That ten long years ſhook Troy's imperial towers. 
“ Wile in the council, valiant in the field, 
In peace our ornament, in war our ſhield. 


Remoteſt Aſia ſees him loſt with grief, 


* 


0 


** 


« And widow'd Greece {till weeps her abſent chief. 


«© The much-enduring man, now vainly wiſe, 


c 


Wanders the world, the ſport of angry ſkies ! 
«© Thro' foreign realms his vagrant toils renews, 


His country flies him, and his ſon purſues. 


* 
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At Ithaca, Penelope deplores 


« His fatal abſence from his native ſhores, 
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% My godlike father I purſue in vain, 


«© Thro' equal perils of the ſtormy main. 


% Even now, perhaps, the furious waves have clos'd 


& O'er his worn frame, and all our hopes oppos'd. 


«© Oh, goddeſs, then alleviate our diſtreſs! 


« Nor till our woes with added woe oppreſs; 


« And if th' illuſtrious hero's fate be known, 


% Reveal th' hiſtory to his hapleſs ſon.” 


With graceful air the youthful hero bow'd. 
Encircled by her nymphs, a beauteous crowd! 
Follow'd the goddeſs, who diſtinguiſh'd ſhone, 


As ſome tall oak, the foreſt's ſplendour grown, 
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Lifts 
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Lifts high it's towering ſummit o'er the reſt, 

The majeſty of all the wood confeſs'd ! 

He fed his eyes on every poliſh'd charm, 

Her ſnowy boſom, and her marble arm, 

Her length of hair, that ſparkling gems ſuſtain, 

The floating richneſs of her purple train. 

A graceful negligence adorns each part, 

Vet was that negligence a ſtudied art. 

But chief her radiant eyes the hero fix, 

Where love's vivacious fires with temper'd ſweetneſs mix. 

The modeſt Mentor bent his downcaſt eyes; 

Silent he mark'd each varying paſſion riſe. 
When now they gain the grotto's arched gate, 


Surpriz'd he view'd the ſimple rural ſtate. 
I The 


34 ] 


The curious eve ſought vainly to behold, 

Or poliſhed marble, or more laboured EP! 

N 0 breathing ſtatues here, no columns riſe, 

No finiſ'd paintings caught their wandering eyes; 
But thro” the vaulted grot were ſparkling ſeen 
(Fit ornaments to grace a ſylvan ſcene) 

The various-tinted ſhell, the ſhining ſpar, 

The cryſtal's tremblin g light that ſtream'd afar. 
Along the pebbly floor, and round each ſeat, 

A ſpreading vine's luxuriant tendrils meet. 

A cool receis ! a vernal colonnade ! 

Where the light breezes whiſper'd in the ſhade. 
The ſun in vain-pour'd down his ardent rays, 


The ſhady grotto mock'd the noon-tide blaze. 


The 
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The ſportive fountains here their waves unite, 


Thro' vales of ſpring and regions of delight; 

pure cryſtal baths! in bowery groves they wind, " 

At once for ornament and uſe deſigned. 

Here the ſoft violet rear'd it's purple head, 

And aſphodel it's yellow glory ſhed; 

The vernal velvet that the grotto bound, 

A thouſand flowers with living colours crown'd. 

Not far remov'd, in beauteous order ſtood, 

With boughs of ductile gold, a ſacred wood; 

The burniſh'd fruitage thine with ſparkling bloom, 

Scatter ambroſial ſweets, and all the vale perfume. 

Here a deep night it's verdant arch diſplay'd, 

The day's bright beams ne'cr pierc'd the aweful ſhade. 
A pleaſing 


1 

A pleaſing filence reign'd; fave when around, 
Daſh'd into foam, the falling waters ſound ; 
Or when along th' enamelled banks they glide, 
And, in their murmurs, ſeem thoſe banks to chide; 
Or the plum'd race their ſweeteſt muſick * 
And heavenly notes the painted choir apply. 

The beauteous grotto on th? acclivious green 
' Diſplays a wide circuity of ſcene. 
Here might they mark the till ſea's peaceful reign, 
Like poliſh'd glaſs reflect the various plain; 
The curling waves their azure heads reveal, 
And Hoating verdure from the foreſts ſteal ; 
Or, gathering aweful force, with ampler roar, 


The beating billows laſh the ſounding ſhore, 


4 And 
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And white with foam the ſwelling ſurges riſe, 


And heave their liquid mountains to the ſkies. 

A river there it's ſilver volumes rolled, 

And variegated ifles their greens unfold - 

The quivering lime was there, the bleeding myrrh, 
The lofty poplar, and the unctuous fir; 

The ſtreams in fondneſs thro' the vallics ſtray, 
Kiſs the ſweet banks, and linger in their way ; - 
With playful wantonneſs their waters glide, 

Or rapid pour a wide tumultuous tide. 

The diſtant hills in bluey vapours riſe, 

And form romantick figures to the eyes. 

The nearer mountains, from their ſteepy ſide, 
Glow with rich tints, the vineyard's purple pride; 
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In bright feſtoons the bending boughs intwine, 
And cluſtering grapes beneath the foliage ſhine. 
There luſcious figs a darker bue diſcloſe, 

The olive ſhoots, the red pomegranate glows ; 
The boundleſs landſcape, to th' admiring eye, 


Seem'd with Elyſium's heavenly groves to vie. 


Now where the grotto's deep receſſes {pread, 
Him, and his friend, th' attendant beauties led. 
Here had the nymphs prepar'd a cedar ſire, 

In odorous flames the crackling ſweets aſpire ; 


The cedrine billets all their perfumes ſhed, 


And rolled a cloud of incenſe o'cr their head. 


Telemachus- 


4 


1 


Telemachus perceived for him they place 


Rich- ſnining veſtments, wrought with various grace; 
A ſilken tunick, of a milk-white fold, 

A robe of purple, {tiff with woven gold. 

The youthful hero, with tumultuous joys, 

On veſts ſo rich his dazzled eyes employs ; 

The young mind's error——A reproving look 
Mentor ſent forth, and thus the Prince beſpoke : 
« Are theſe the trifles that allure thy fight? 

& Are theſe the thoughts Ulyſſes ſon delight? 

« O rather, ſtudious on thy father's name, 

& Conquer ill- fortune, and aſſert thy fame. 

«© The youth effeminate, whoſe ſoftened thought 


„% With female arts and low purſuits is fraught, 


6. Renounces 


E 
„ Renounces glory; they alone attain 


« Who vanquiſh pleaſure, and who ſmile on pain.” 


The youthful hero anſwered, with a ſigh ; 


& Immortal deities ! firſt let me die! 


« Periſh Telemachus ! ere ſlothful joy, 


Or ſoft voluptuouſneſs, his ſoul deſtroy. 1 
5 
& Ulyſſes” ſon on nobler deeds ſhall ſeize, 185 
'D 

& Than ſpring from pleaſure and inglorious eaſe; 'F 


6 But heaven benignant, in a happy hour, 
& Thus caſt us ſhipwreck'd on this friendly ſhore, : 
8 This wonderous mortal's gentle reign to ſhare, 

6 or rather goddeſs, and like Venus fair.” 

Then venerable Mentor ——< Rather fear! 


& And doubt her moſt when moſt her wiles endear ; 


* « Her 


0 
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Her fraudful kindneſs, and attractions bland, 
« Are far more dan a than her rocky ftrand ; 
“ Shipwreck and death a lighter ill portend 
«© Than the ſoft pleaſures which our virtue bend; 


« Too much already on her charms you hung, 


* 


But chief, forbear the muſick of her tongue. 


& Preſumptuous youth, with fond illuſive hope, 


Thinks (raſhly vain) with ſubtlety to cope; 


Lay 


Where pleaſure's nets their tangled meſhes ſpread, 


“ Can ſee no evil, and no danger dread. 


Ah! fear the fair's inſinuating power, 
“ So glides the ſerpent in the painted flower! 
© Go! doubt thyſelf! the latent poiſon fear, 


« And on my wary counſels reſt thine ear.” 
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This faid, they join Calypſo's ſylvan ſtate, 


Where, throng'd, a bevy of bright damſels wait, 


In ſnowy veſtments, and with braided hair 


With equal charms the various ſervice ſhare. 
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And now, with game collected from the chace, 
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Her nymphs the ſweet refection ſpread with grace. 
Whate'er their art ful nets (a rural guile) 
Or their keen arrows, heap with ſylvan ſpoil. 

In golden goblets, wreath'd with many a flower, 
Their beauteous hands from ſilver vaſes pour 
The ſparkling wine; ſome ſcatter ſweets around; 
Some with rich fruits the liberal baſkets crown'd. 
What the green ſpring, or yellow autumn lend, 


Here plenteous poured, their rival luſtre blend. 


X 2 Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile four nymphs with melting notes prolong 


The breathing harmony of living ſong : 

The Giants' wars with heaven's eternal king; 
The loves of Jove and Semele they ſing; 

Then old Silenus' purple toils impart, 

Whence the young Bacchus learnt the drinking art; 
Next the wing-tooted Atalanta's 3 

Who caught the golden fruit with fatal grace; 
And laſt, the wars of Troy - with zeal they raiſe 
A louder ſtrain, and chaunt Ulyſſes' praiſe. 
Leucothoe aſſiſts the tuneful choir, 

Her volant finger waked the filver lyre; 

A tender lute ſoft breathes. a trembling ſound, 


And pours a ſtream of melody around. 


Touch'd 


1640 


Touch'd at the theme Telemachus reſign'd 


To lia) ſorrows all his pious mind. 

Their mournful ſtrains thoſe pious ſorrows ſpeak, 

And the big drops rolled trembling down his Cheek ; 
His bloomy beauties with new luſtre ſhine ;. 

The goddeſs mark'd, and gave a ſecret ſign 

In livelier meaſures now their notes rebound, 

The Lapithæ's and Centaurs' wars reſound; 

Or, chang'd with magick art, the various ſong, 

And Orpheus” hapleſs fate the nymphs prolong, 

Who left our earth, and thro' the realms of night 

His ſweet ſtrings taught the ſhades of hell delight: 

In vain Eurydice the gods reſtore ; 

His notes muſt {till Eurydice deplore. 


With 


With favouring gales the glaſſy waves we ſweep, 


And light our veſſel flew along the deep; 

But riſing tempeſts ſpread a ſudden night, 

And the blue heaven 1s raviſh'd from our light; 
O'er boiling ſeas the toſſing veſſel bounds, 

Broad lightning flaſhes, and deep thunder ſounds, 
As ſhoots the flame a ſcattered fleet appears, 
ive than the ſtorm that fleet excites our fears; 
We mark with horror, that our Trojan foes 

On every ſide our hapleſs bark incloſe. 

Tis then too late, I blame th' intemperate zeal, 
Too late tl imprudent warmth of youth I feel. 


M 


The 


——— —⅛ OO T_T - 


[ 46 J 
The trembling pilot raves, forſakes his care, 
And lifts his eyes, an image of deſpair ! 
The intrepid Mentor now the bark aan 
Fearleſs, and calm, amid the danger ſtands. 
With ardent courage now my ſoul he fired, 
And with unwonted fortitude inſpired. 
& Bleſs'd ſage!” I cried, „Ah! why, in youth unwiſe, 


" Did my deaf ear reject the calm advice ? 


** 


& What greater curſe can human life ſuſtain, 


« When youth's warm hand directs th' unbridled rein? 


c 


* 


Too prodigal we waſte the preſent hour, 


6 


* 


Not wiſely manage, but it's ſweets devour; 
No ripe experience from the paſt we gain, 
And, when we ſeek the future, ſeek in vain. 


x „ Ah! 
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« Ah! ſhould we ſcape the tempeſt, and our foes, 


« On thy ſage counſels ſhall my youth repoſe ; 
% My mind impreſt receives this wholeſome truth, 
« The worſt of enemies to youth, is youth.” 

He ſmiled, and thus replied th' intrepid ſage : 
& Be taught to doubt thyſelf, and fear thine age; 
Perhaps, the danger paſt, new ardours burn, 
«© And mad preſumption ſhall again return. 
« The diſtant peril, formidable eye, 
« And ſhun with caution, and with wiſdom fly; 
« But danger preſent with contempt behold, 
Nis prudence then that bids thee to be bold; 
ge worthy of thy fire, nor let thy ſoul 


« A danger deaden, or a fear controul.” 
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He thus th' afflicted mind with wiſdom charms, 
With ww revives me, and with courage warms. 
When now the heavens reveal their azure light, 
And now expole us to the Trojans ſight ; 

He mark'd a ſtraggling veſſel, built like ours, 
Save that it's ſtern was wreath'd with various flowers; 
(That wandering veſſel not in vain we find, 
Oh! heavenly bleſſing, an inventive mind!) 
And now our ſtern with various flowers he crown'd, 
With artful bands of mimick colours bound; 
: Low on their ſeats he bids the rowers bend, 
Their oars beat rapid, and their ſails extend. 
_ - We pierce the Troj an fleet, ſecure we fly, 
Deceived, their loſt companion meets their eye; 


With 
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With ſhouts of . joy our veſſel greet, 
Till, by degrees, we quit th' unfriendly fleet. 
Th' impetuous winds impel to Africk's . 
With patient toil we ply th' unwearied cars; 
And long we bear the conflict of the main, 
Till now Sicilia's with'd-for coaſts we gain. 
Dreadful ſucceſs! leſs 8 the fleet 


We fly, than dangers on this coaſt we meet. 
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